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“What Fools Ghese fortals Be!” 


ROF. FERRERO has made the profound discovery that money- 
getting is not “a vice particularly American.” No, indeed. 
‘The chief difference is that in America we skin one an- 
other, while in Italy and other European countries they skin 
the American. 
“€ 
Nosopy cares a pin’s fee about the consumer.— 7he Sun. 


Apparently not even the consumer himself. There remains, 
however, the duty of safeguarding him against his own indifference 
and gullibility. 

Ne 
Micuican, too, is drying up. Sixteen out of twenty-seven counties 
have gone Prohibition. 
ie. 


Tue various Powers are arranging to “lay down” more and more 

Dreadnoughts; but as it is easier to blow them up than to lay 
them down, no wonder 
the war doctors are wag- 
ging their heads and 
wondering whether sub- 
marines would not be 
better? And nobody can 
possibly know. 


ba 


AMEnicaN history is filled 

with instances of sub- 
lime oratory. There is 
Patrick Henry’s impas- 
sioned outburst in the 
Virginia House of Bur- 
gesses. There are the 
fiery utterances of Sam- 
uel Adams in Faneuil 
Hall, Webster’s reply to 
Hayne, the weighty words 
of Calhoun and Clay, the 
burning speeches of the 
anti-slavery orators. Our 
annals offer a succession 
of brilliant and brainy 
efforts. Nor did Ameri- 
can oratory, which had 
its beginning in the days 
of the powdered wig, 
have its ending in the days 
of the black stock and 
ruffed shirt. | American 
oratory is not dead. 
Sublime utterances still 
ring out in our legislative 





plea for a duty on oil in the Payne bill? It is over now, but it will 
never be forgotten. A principle was involved: the principle of 
looking after the interests of one’s friends, and by that principle 
Cannon stood; boldly, ably, and right in the open. He did not 
champion the cause of Standard Oil behind locked doors, in commit- 
tee. He spoke out loud where everyone could hear him. It was 
not so much what he said, but the fact that HE said it, which 
counted. And now that no less a person than the Speaker has set 
the precedent, would it not be well, would it not sharpen the nation’s 
interest in what our modern Websters and Clays have to say, if 
each man as he rose from his seat could be recognized by the Chair 
thus wise: ‘The gentleman from the Sugar Trust has the floor,” 
or “Does the Senator from the Land Graft Interests and Timber 
Thieves accept the amendment of the Senator from Wall Street ?” 
In his bluff and hearty way Speaker Cannon has set the fashion 
for a new and snappy line of Congressional oratory. When John 
Hancock placed his famous signature on the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence he exclaimed: 
“There! King George 
may read my name with- 
out spectacles!” If they 
follow Cannon’s lead, and 
are equally frank, it will 
be possible to know where 
certain Congressmen and 
Senators stand without 
the aid of ear-trumpets, 
X-ray machines, stetho- 
scopes, or diamond drills. 


ats 





Ne 


Tue President of Mt. 

Holyoke College ob- 
serves that “it is the fac- 
tory and shop and office 
worker, and not the col- 
lege-bred girl, who makes 
the ideal wife.” Possibly. 
And yet there may be a 
distinction between an 
ideal wife and a wife with 
ideals. 


4 
T. R., 17 1s cabled, may 
run into a native war . 


in British East Africa. 
More Roosevelt luck. 


‘“— 


Now that he is dead, 
the doctor has pre- 





halls, and what utterance 
more sublime than the Hon. 
Joe Cannon’s flashing - eyed 





WHAT IS HOME WITHOUT A DREADNOUGHT? 


Have You A LITTLE DREADNOUGHT IN YouR HomME? 


sented his heirs with a 
bill for $100,000. Lucky 
Baldwin! 
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HIS “FIANCEE. W 


THE. TRAGEDY, .OF “AMATEUR THEATRICALS. 








SIX MONTHS AFTERWARD, 


RYAN says: “Workingmen are public beggars.” 
Good heavens, man! You're not pulling off your 
coat to fight? Aren’t you at least going to_have 
this man imprisoned for life? You just shrug your 
shoulders and reply: “Oh, well, perhaps.he.did n’t 
mean it.” 39 
Taft says: “No workingman -should receive 

more than a dollar a day.” a 

What are you going to do about that, Mr. Workingman? Taft 
is President, but you can have him impeached for that remark. 
What? You merely smile? You just reply: “Oh, well, that’s 
newspaper talk.” 

But a few months ago these words were of frightful import. 
They were advertised from press and pulpit and boarding-house 
parlor. They were considered to have killed the chances of both 
men concerned. 

And now, not a rise! 

Ah, John Smith —if that is your name— verily, methinks you 
resemble somewhat that little toy of our childhood, that. one whose 
dignity was not increased by a pull on the string. 





Freeman Tilden. 





CONCERNING SUFFRAGETTES. 
N° WOMAN Cares to be a new woman except an old woman. 


The average Suffragette is old enough to be entitled to an 
opinion, although she may be denied a vote. 

Many a decided blonde will be undecided when it comes to 
casting a vote. 





The patriotic woman who uses powder on the Fourth of July 
should be entitled to two votes. 


The wise woman marries for protection as well as for revenue. 
She will probably vote the same way. 


The woman who doesn’t know enough to make over last 
year’s bonnet will be the first to cast a vote to reform the politics of 
her country. 

Before voting, every Suffragette should 
be required to shave. Few would 
have the face to do it. 

The average Suffragette will 
be about as successful in casting a 
vote properly as she is in casting a 
stone. It may make a hit, but not 


where she expects it to. 
Milton Goldsmith. 








AFTER THEIR QUARREL. 


ABEL.— Of course you speak to 
Lena when you pass her? 
He.en.— Indeed, I do not. 
Why, I don’t even notice what she 
has on! 


THE GENERAL RULE. 
“— man who is waiting for 
something to turn up——” 

“Usually has his eyes fixed on 
his toes!” 


PORTRAIT OF A SUCCESSFUL MAN. 
—Drawn by Himself. 





an is an animal such that it is hard to credit him with big motives when 


little motives will come anywhere near to accounting for his conduct. 























‘*Here you are! Chawclate pep’- 
mints, marshmallers, m’lasses chips, fine 


**Gee! What 





assorted bon 
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“Here you are! Fresh broken 
candy, mixed chawclates and bonbons!” 





a coive! ”’ 





THE AMOURS OF AMETHYST JONES. 
v. 

ENTLEMEN,” said Amethyst Jones, giving a poke to his slice of 
lemon in the hot Scotch, “I ask you to believe me when 
I say that by the time I had reached the age of twenty I had 
a way with women. 

“Some women prefer to be wooed by the loud, assertive 
method, but more would rather yield to the soulful eye, the 
gentle deference, the caressing voice. My nature had early 
been moulded by affairs of the heart. Starlit skies, moonlit scenes, 
woodland strolls are made perfect to the 
minds of women by sighs and sugges- 
tions more than by that presumptive arro- 
gance which is the stock in trade of men 
who make of wooing a business, not an 
art. These persons often marry women, 
but they never court them. 

“ At twenty I was a trim-built, athletic 
college boy who found good sport of a 
Summer afternoon in a sailing canoe 
on Long Island Sound. One glorious 
day when fleecy clouds hung faint and 
high I started from the New Rochelle 
shore. Darkness found me with an 
easier distance to go to Long Island 
than back again to my starting point. 
Starlit skies hung over me. A gentle 
evening wind grew to a strong, stiff 
breeze. It was ten at night when I 
made a wooded point. A semi-circular 
beach of sand stretched about me. A 
crazy pier ran a little distance out into 
the shimmering, foamy water. I heard 
the sound of a piano, and saw a light 
back among the trees. I caught my 
right hand between the canoe and the 
pier and jammed it badly; but tent and 
light camping kit were soon on the 
beach, and I had dragged my canoe to 
safety with one hand. The injured hand 
was bleeding freely, despite the hand- 
kerchief I had bound about it. I sought 
the house among the trees. Stepping 
upon the veranda, I looked within, 
and saw—a girl. She sat, with a mass 








of golden hair flung free over her SEE THE POET! HAS 
shoulders, playing — playing as though her Not He. 

heart would break. She was alone. The 

scene was so unusual, the sensation so weird, One Mor 





HE 1s WONDERING WHETHER 
He CAN MAKE THAT COLLAR Go 


to have gotten from off the threatening waters to a harbor so fair, 
and the music was so exquisite, that I stood in silence. The mar- 
velous white of her snowy shoulders peeped through the tresses of 
her glorious hair, which covered her pretty white dress like a golden 
cloud. She was of the finest and purest type of German beauty. 
She swayed lightly as she played, but finally ceased, and turned 
half about, so that I saw her profile. She dropped her hands to 
her knees and clasped them, and sat dreamily gazing, with a look 
in her eyes that told me her story. Unrequited longing stirred 
within her and she turned again to the piano, and her fingers softly 
swept the keys. ‘She has a lover,’ 
thought I; ‘merely an alleged lover, 
some fellow, who is absolutely a failure 
asa lover—though probably she doesn’t 
know that—for she is thinking of him. 
Probably he is drinking beer on Elev- 
enth Street, Manhattan, to-night, and 
won’t think of her until he comes down 
here over Sunday, to be obnoxious, and 
patronize her, and pass as the real 
thing, simply because the girl is in love 
with love.’ I had seen such cases, and 
drew inferences rapidly. 

“TI tapped sharply on the open door. 
The girl turned, saw me, rose quickly. 
and stood like a queen, surprised, but 
not startled. She was not more than 
twenty-one, but possessed of a figure 
which only Venus could have fashioned. 
Brilliant inquiry shone in her eyes. At 
the very moment I spoke she saw the 
bloodstained handkerchief about my 
hand. . 

“¢ Tam so sorry!’ said she. When a 
woman is sorry for a man, there is no 
use going any further. I pitched my 
tent on that glorious beach for the week. 
Elsa Wagner and her mother were stay- 
ing alone in the house among the pines; 
Elsa’s mother weighed 196, and could 
not walk as far as Elsa and I could. 

_ * We were at least’a mile from the 

house, and every star in heaven saw, 
the night I first kissed her. And she 
sobbed in my arms; then, with grief in 
her soul, told me she was engaged to be 

married to a fellow named Herrmann 
Hausbagger. I comforted her. My wounded 
hand would not permit me to leave Long 


HE AN _ INSPIRATION ? 


E Day. 
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THE TOUCH THAT PAILED. 
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MIGRANT MATTHEW.—Can you help a poor man? I have n’t had 


a bite for three days. 
THE PREOCCUPIED ANGLER.— Hard luck! 
of trout! 





Island, and Elsa. 


ture as Elsa?’ 


- 
f 
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her mother was not a part of the picture. 





of. 


brewer, and business is business. 
day night Herrmann came. 
the fellow, my heart leaped with joy. 
possessed a face like the reverse side 
of a frost-bitten pumpkin, and his 
teeth gave a jack o’ lantern effect. 
His hair was straw colored. His nose 
was an awful thing. His sloping shoul- 
ders slouched as though in fear lest he should 
come in contact with himself. His voice was 
like the braying of an Ass. Gentlemen, believe me when I 
say that Herrmann Hausbagger was not fit to clean ashes 
from the cellar of the house in which Elsa Wagner should 
live. 

“When I saw that fellow, and considered his arrogance 
in presuming to allege that he loved Elsa, my soul rose in 
revolt. I decided to thrash him, and throw him into Long 
Island Sound. And the next day I did it, with Elsa Wagner 
standing by, in her bathing suit, more lovely than an angel. 
I was perfectly regardless of my injured right hand. I in- 
sulted him, and then carefully explained to him that it was 
an insult, and then handed him a few with right and left, 
and picked him up from the beach, and hurled him into the 
ocean. I can see him now, as he staggered back to shore, 
choking with rage and salt water, and ran as fast as his bandy 
legs would carry him, far, far down the beach ” 

Amethyst Jones paused, and a dreamy light came into 
his eyes. “Do you know,” he finally resumed, “Elsa married 
him, after all?” “Good Lord!” we exclaimed. 





‘Who in h—lIl is Herrmann Hausbagger,’ I 
asked my heart, ‘that he should dare to possess so beautiful a crea- 
Ere the end of the week Elsa had 
confessed that she loved me and only me, and 

had acquired the habit of kissing me whenever 





Here, take a couple 









gq 
“a : 3% Lever” ~~ 


pressed and much disappointed. 


clothes, to flee with me to New York, he 
was there, speaking in German with Elsa’s 
mother. And he was so hurt, and he 
presented a spectacle so pathetic that 
Elsa’s sympathetic nature was so ‘touched 
that she failed to flee. 

“In about a month she had married 
that fellow with the frost-bitten face and 
the name like a merry-go-round. Elsa 
was one of the tenderest-hearted girls I 
ever loved.” Fred Ladd. 





A LONG JOB. 


“T ]TH-WELL, sah,” began a ramshackle- 

looking colored citizen, who had 
percolated into the office of an attorney 
of Polkville, Ark., “I dess like to extri- 
cate a little o’ de law fum yo’, if yo’ please, 
sah. Aims to git a divo’ce fum de wife 
o’ muh buzzom, if yo’ has de time to ’tend 
to de ’flictions of a cullud man?” 

“ Well—h’m!” a bit ponderously re- 
turned the legal luminary, laying his hand 
on certain ominous-looking documents on 

his desk. “It will be some little while before I 
can get around to your matter, Stookey. These 
papers, here, pertain to a suit to determine whether a de- 


pe sy oy 
. ae i aAvpert- 


pendent and supplemental bill was properly filed in aid of a 
court’s jurisdiction upon an amended and ancillary supple- 
mental bill which was filed in a suit brought on a creditor’s 
bill to marshal the assets for the purpose of enjoining an action 
at law in the State courts, and 


” 





“Yassah! .Yassah!” interrupted the caller, visibly im- 


“An’ if yo’ is bleeged to 


scrutinize all dat legality befo’ yo’ ’rives ’round to my ticky little case, 


“Our love grew fairer and deeper and 
vaster than any love she had ever dreamed 
Elsa did not dare tell her mother: — 
Herrmann Hausbagger was the son of a 
On Satur- 
When I saw 


He 


f be VILLAGE GROCER (feevishly ). — Look here, Aaron! 


dar is n’t no use for me to transplavicate no fudder, uh-kaze why: 
By de time yo’-all gits th’oo pesterin’ wid all dat pomposity o’ de law, 
uh-good Lawd, sah, dat yallah gal I’s uh-aimin’ to marry when I gits 
shed o’ muh black wife will done be mar’d and gone to de doose 
knows whuh! Well-uh, good-day, sah! 
gality; but, well-uh, good-day, sah!” 


’Bleeged to yo’ for yo’ fru- 
Tom P. Morgan. 





HORSE AND HORSE. 


What 
makes you put the big apples in the top of the bar’l? 


THe Honest FARMER (cheerily).—What makes you comb 
that long scalp-lock over your bald spot ? 








“Ves,” said 
Amethyst, “‘when she went back to the house to get a few extra 


A GO AT THE FUR AND FEATHERS CLUB. 


‘““Reppy” RoBIN (knocked out by ‘‘ Smoke” Blackbird).—That’s what I get for 
not drawing the color line! 











oO": better-half in this world does n't know how her lesser-half lives. 
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SCORCHERS OF THE SKY. 


THE ForMER MoTorist.— Thank Heaven, there ’s somebody to hit, 


even up here. 





NOTHING DOING 


HEN Mrs. Porter asked her husband to get four tickets 
for the Wednesday matinee, for herself and three 
guests, she told him to be sure to get aisle seats. He 
obeyed so literally that when the small party were 
ushered in, Mrs. Porter was considerably dismayed to 
find that each of them sat by herself, one at the end of each 
comeme. oane of four rows. She was so disappointed not to have her little crowd 
. together that she cast about to see if there might not be some one 
-who would be willing to exchange places in order to let at least 
‘two of them: sit together. The fat man who sat next to her was so 
. Silent that She“thought she might venture to ask him, since he did 
#¢°net appear to know the woman on his left. It took a long time 
... «4 before she had screwed up her courage sufficiently to speak, but 
jy. * finally she addressed him: 
a eg» Are you alone?” she asked, timidly. 
es.» 2° *Theaman answered out of the corner of his mouth, without 
~ ~~ turning. his head; 
oCat it out, cut it out! This is my wife with me!” 
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TESTIMONIAL. 


5 NorTH Po te, August 15, 1g10. 
hi Tue Foop-oFf-THE- FuUTURE.COMPANY, 
3 SqueBunk,_N. J. - 

Dear Sirs: Arrived here yesterday. Entire party feeling fine. 
Attribute our success wholly to having had our bootlegs predigested 
by your scientific process. PEACHY, 

By wirdless. Lieutenant U. S. N., commanding. 
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PUTTING HER FOOT DOWN. 


HE MANAGER.—I’Il have to cut your salary. 
THe DanseEuse.—There ’ll be no kick coming. 


INTERESTED PARTY. 


OHNNY.—Why do you want your father to be a detective? 
Freppy.—Because a gumshoe would n’t hurt so! 








2 A BALLADE OF THE BARDS. 


OETS are fond of the Pipes of Pan, 
Busy with ode and with roundelay, 





Most of them have, since the world began, 
Sung of the woods and the flowers of May, 
Mountain and glen and the zephyr’s sway, 
Shimmering stars and the radiant rose, 
Blue of the sky and the sun’s bright ray — 
Isn’t it better to stick to prose? 


Travel as far from home as you can, 
Ev’rywhere poets their wares display, 
Each of them sings on a settled plan — 
Ocean and river and sea and bay, 
Wind and the wave and the foam and spray, 
Forest and field and the garden-close, 
Demon and fairy and sprite and fay — 
Is n’t it better to stick to prose? 


Melicent smiling behind her fan, 
Phyllis indulging in laughter gay, 

Cupid transfixing a bashful man, 
Lovers as they through the woodland stray, 
Music of birds as they soar away — 

Old though the themes be as wind that blows, 
Poets repeat and repeat them aye — 

Is n’t it better to stick to prose? 


Envoy. 
Bards, is it true, as I ’ve heard some say, 
Editors laugh at your thrills and throes? 
To-day, to-morrow, and ev’ry day 
4 Isn’t it better to stick to prose? 
Nathan M. Levy. 





HIS PREDICAMENT. 


“ ae THAT man over there?” 
“Well, by Jove! Wearing a straw hat and white 
trousers in Spring!” 

“Yes. And in Summer he goes about with a sealskin 
cap and a fur-lined overcoat. At his house they celebrate 
Christmas on November first, have their New Year’s dinner early 
in December, send valen- 
tines out in January, cele- 
brate Thanksgiving in 
October, give their Hal- 
lowe’en party in Sep- 
tember, and shoot off fire- 
crackers in June.” 

“What is he? 
caped lunatic ?” 

“No. He’s a maga- 
zine editor.” 


An es- 


VIEW POINT. 


bmi to lawyer go- 
ing through the Med- 
wal Museum).—Your 
profession does not offer 
any: opportunity for the 
collection of professional 
relics. 

Lawyer.—I am not so 
sure about that. I have 
a unique collection of 
family skeletons at my 
office. 


POSSIBLE REASON. 


“]T WONDER what caused 

the Hon. Thomas 
Rott to resign from the 
legislature ?” 

“‘Mavbe he feared the So- 
ciety for the Suppression of 
Useless Noises would turn its 
attention to his case if he 
lingered.” 





A MARTYR. 


MR. Cassipy (/afely become rich).— Sure, 
if it wasn’t for the ould woman and the 
gurruls, ye would n’t catch me paradin’ 
’round lookin’ loike a laundry advertise 
ment, wid a jack-in-the-box hat! 
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WHAT HE KNEW. itself devising 
means whereby 
rush hours may 
be done away 


SAIL! 

The man on the desert isle staggered forward. He could 

scarcely believe his eyes. Neverthelessa small patch of white 

could be discerned on the horizon. with, but always 

Nearer and nearer it came as he watched it with trembling we rise superior 

hands gathered to his brows. It seemed to him that he had been to jts arts. and 

there forever; how many times had he longed for human compan- jam and jostle 

ionship, and for help in the various operations he had planned! and fume and 

At last the sail was so near that he could see that the tiny boat fret more than 
contained a single individual. He ran to the beach and greeted ever. 


him as he landed. The visitor had been wrecked, and was the sole We have our 


survivor. ‘The man almost went frantic as he embraced him. faults, but not 
: Then they talked. among them 
Said the man: is that littleness 
“What can you do? Iam _ of civic sense 
building a house.” whereby we 
“T know nothing about would let a dis- 
building a house.” graceful comfort 
“This is merely a hut.” and tranquillity 
“T know nothing about replace the tur- 
building huts.” moil and agony 
“Can you plant things and ~~ which so convin- 
raise them?” cingly attest our 
“T know nothing of plant- enterprise. 
ing.” 
“Can you sew and mend HIS PET 


—our clothes will need it? ‘ 
Can you make sandals out of Soe ER Gic- 
goat skin? Can you cutand ADAB.— Uh- 
fit, can you make a fire,chop Well, sah, I's 
wood, and cook our meals?” back fum muh 

“T never have done it.” meanderin’s. 

“Possibly you can enter- When dat triflin’ 
tain me while I work. Have  yallah scoun’rel, 








you read books ?” ee ge Bing, IN THE BEGINNING. 
REDEEMING FEATURES. “TJ have not.” lopec wid m oe THE ANGEL CuILD.— Mother, I ’ve been wondering 
“ Have youany knowledge of art?” _wife, dey done too about something. 

“T am sorry to say that I have not.” muh dog along, too; MotTHer.—What do you wonder, child ? 

“What can you do?” The man was in despair. and I follered ’em, THE ANGeI CuiLp.—I wonder if the first parasol 

“TI can do nothing.” I did, yuh, dar and was made from an umbrella’s rib? 

“And who were you at home?” yan — rE 

The visitor euiied. dese yuh ‘tections yo’ read about, twell I kotched ’em at last. 

“I was a magnate,” he said. “I financed deals and made BroTHeR WomBat.—Did yo’ bring de lady back wid yo’? 


BROTHER G1GADAB.— De lady? Say, 
don’t talk like a blame fool, sah! 

I brung de dog back— been 

offered fi? dollahs for dat 
dog no less’n twice! 


a hundred millions.” 
















THE REASON. \ 


greene Wucc.—How-come yo’ 
was uh-chasin’ yo’ 
wife ‘round and ’round 
de house last night wid 
a club? I doesn’t 
want to be pertinence, 
sah, nor nuth’n’ o’ de 
kind 
BROTHER STIMMER- 
jouN.—No, sah; I no- 
dices yo’ does n’t. So 
I'll dess release yo’ mind, 
and give yo’ suppin’ to 
gossip "bout, by splanatin’ 
dat de reason I was chasin’ 
muh wife wid a club was 
uh-kase de ax was n’t handy. 


EARLY IDEALS. 
ie MORES dear, why 
do you keep that 
cheap plaster cast of Ve- 
nus eternally on your 
mantel?” asked the ar- 
tist’s bride. 
“It is to retain my 
ideals of you, love,” 
answered the artist, “to 
retain the one impression 
I had before discovering 
the proportionate ele- 
ments of linen hand- 
kerchief, excelsior, 
— horse-hair, and cotton- 
batting in the modern 
female figure.” 








RUSH HOURS. 


R°s* HOURS make us out 
a dauntless people— _ J => ; THE LIKENESS. 

they testify that no ordi- yy F A i ; A \. rs F “ OULD you call Sen- 
nary obstacles, and least Japs aN 4 Sn, W ator Smugg a 
of all the circumstance of 


r Bi mae ae grafter?” 
our having, in fact, plenty of 


“No; I should prefer to say 


time, can prevent our being in ps that he bears a marked resem 
a tremendous hurry. SUBURBAN SUFFRAGETTES. blance to a Russian Grand Duke, 

Ingenuity, the most ingenious When women have the sacred right, the least Mr. Dollardown except in the matters of uniform 
the world has ever known, busies can do is to escort his cook to the polls on election day. and whiskers.” 








Pr it weren't for money, what would the average man have left to be infat- 
uated with after he had lived long enough to find out the truth about women? 
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And on poodles and othey. precious 


UNCLE SAM'S ] 


Some Stamp-Tax SUGGESTIGNS FOR 


















































And on amateur elocutionists — 








MT 
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~~ 
And on rubber plants (Gumshutus 
Brooklynitis) 





Instead of putting it all over the poor old Con- 
sumer. 
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4E SAM'S INCOME. 


x SUGGESTIGNS FOR RAISING THE WIND. 











INTENSE PLAY IN ONE ACT. 

HE gazelle-eyed young playwright came tripping joyously 
into Zhe Presence. ‘The Presence of the Notori—er— 
we should say, the Famous Theatrical Manager. ‘The 

manager removed his index finger from his ear and stip- 


ported his chin with it. 

“Well, Mr. Piccolo?” 

“1 ’ve got it done!” breathlessly said Playwright Piccolo. “I’ve 
made it the dizziest play ever written by the hand of man— Beati- 
fied Lust, Glorified Filth, and Demonstrated Vice; it’s simply great 
—just what you outlined—exceeds our fondest hopes— it’s the 
scorchingest thing that ever happened, positively. Have a look!” 
Mr. Piccolo thrust the manuscript into the managerial hands. 

There was a moment’s silence in the sacred sanctum of Art. 
The manager’s face wore a far-away look. ‘There rose a sound as 
of a hymn from Broadway and the theatrical district. Gently, at 
first, the music rose; then it increased in volume. It was like a 
revival chorus, like Easter music, like an angel choir. 

































THE FALL OF THE TIED. 


*¢What’s that ?” asked Mr. Piccolo, startled. 

“My dear young man,” said the manager, 
“that is the morning hymn of the Play Pro- 
ducers of New York. Er— you see —er— 
we are—er—experiencing a change of heart. 
It is sweeping through all the offices. We— 
er—are getting ready for next season. We 
are preparing to produce the Play of Perfect 
Virtue—the Pastoral Idyl—the Sunday-school 
Scream —the— the Church Drama —the— 
the Beautiful Goodness Show! I fear I can- 
not under any circumstances whatever give 
you a contract for your —alhem— Most Rep- 
rehensible Play of Modern New York. It is 
—er—no longer the thing, you understand.” 

Playwright Piccolo gasped. “But, my dear 
sir, you told me ” 

The Great Manager waved his hand author- 
itatively. “Mr. Piccolo, the fact is the public 
is getting tired of Realism. We've got to 
hand ’em something different. We’ve gone 
too far. Some of the big plays of the season 
have petered out. ‘The Rottenest Way’ is 
losing money. ‘Hideous Hell’ is playing to 











empty seats. ‘The Vicious Fool’ fell down after 
a two weeks’ run. Are you on?” 

Playwright Piccolo’s breath came in short, staccato gasps. He 

sounded like the sputtering of an automobile on a 
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side street when all else is 
quiet. The manager 
looked at him compas- 
sionately—for a manager— 
and then turned calmly to 
his desk, and began read- 
ing a volume which looked 
like a book of devotion. 

“Well, I’ll be Bg 
returned Piccolo. 

“We shall all be,” 
sternly said the Pure 
Manager, showing the 
whites of his eyes, “un- 
less we hand out a Dif 
ferent Line of —er— 
dope. Better write a 
play with a regular 
devil of an uplift to it!” 

“J —er—don’t think 
I’m just in the mood, sir. 
I'm a little hungry,” said 
Mr. Piccolo, rising to exit. 

“ Er—you might leave 
this —er— Realism Thing 
with me,” suggested the Great 
Manager. ‘About season after 
next it may prove a paying pro- 
position. And—er—remember, 
my boy, that Virtue is its own 
Reward!” 

“Since yesterday!” cynically 
commented the Playwright. 

Fred Ladd. 
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WHEN THE FIGHT 


THE SUFFRAGETTF.— Well, day-day ! 
lunch an’ dinner yersilf! 
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AFTER THE WRECK. 


REPORTER.— What was the cause of the accident ? 
DESCENDING PASSENGER.— Nobody seems to know. The 
captain thinks it was either a derelict or an uncharted skyscraper. 















Yez ’ll hov t’ git the 
It’s a watcher at the polls I am, an’ 


afterward I’m goin’ to th’ Dimmycratic Club t’ hear th’ retur-rns. 


HIS WISE WORDS. 
“| TAKES notice,” a bit 
grimly remarked old 
Brother Quackenboss, 
“dat dar’s a heap o’ 
proneness on de paht o’ 
some o’ de cullud_ folks 
—ee-specially dem dat’s 
got consid’able gold in 
deir front teef—to uh- 
wail de fact dat deir 
noses dess nach’ly puh- 
sists in bein’ flat, stidder 
p’inted; Greek, or sup- 
pin’ dat-uh-way, dey 
calls it. Well-uh, dar’s 
| one thing, lemme say: 
Whilst de reggylation 
nigger nose may not be 
loudly admiahed, uh- 
kase of its flatulency, 
it’s bound to be re- 
spected dess as long 
; as it don’t go pokin’ 
| into udder people’s 
business. No nose in 
de constellation can 
make a better ree-cord 
dan dat, Brudder Buck- 
ii : aloo—no, sah, it kain’t!” 
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come of the Van 

Denburgh family skeleton ? 

Weaver. — Eloped with the 
old man’s soul-mate, probably. 
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LOOP-THE-LOOP VERSE. HE ROSE TO THE OCCASION. “Y-yes, Miss,” stammered the 
drummer. He was in the habit of 


Scarceas the lights on pernicious Broad- Wff// Wi playing pitcher in this kind of a 


way, Yi i} /// Yiqei Se Yi match, and the position as catcher 
Scant as the puffs on the summit of Polly, i] | )-aaete./) Yy did n’t fit him as tight as his panta- 
Rare as the noises of Liberty Day, i loons. 


Strange to untruth as an Evening Scream “Nice weather for traveling, 
rumor, continued the girl; “much nicer 


Quite as infrequent, in Spring, as a kiss than when it is cold. Are you per- 
. ° . > ¢ ” 
Are ‘‘potes”’ who, in lieu of wit, wisdom, or humor, fectly comfortable ? 
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EW as the folk on a rush-hour trolley, 
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Kick verses 
down stairs 
in a manner 
like this. 
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Bright and unique as a magazine story, 

Brilliant as laureate jingles of late, 
Masterly, sane, and as certain of glory 

As novels that sneer at the marital state, 
Clever as ‘‘musical plays” by a padder, 

Safe as a Subway ‘‘ad’s”’ promise of bliss 
Are ‘‘pomes”’ that to Fame climb a linotyped ladder 

like this. 
in a manner 
good space 
And squander 












Gladsome as life in a flat up in Harlem, 
Good as the jokes in a vaudeville show, 
Gay as a dog and a cat when you snarl ’em, 
Merry as readings from Dante and Poe, 
Joyous as one who has picked the wrong pony, 
Blithesome as playing the stocks when you lose, 
Cheerful as breaking your neck down at Coney 














Is bumpin ous muse. Mr. Sraan.— Tf I were only as tall 
& the bum pe st nv as you, Miss Giraffe, I would offer you my 
Ps with t 
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Chester Firkins. umbrella. 





















A NEW LINE OF TALK. “Oh, yes, thanks,” mur- *we 
“ [§ THIS seat engaged ?” he asked of the prettiest girl in the car, mured the drummer. / f ; // | HI] . 
and finding that it wasn’t, he put his sample-box in the rack “Glad of it,” resumed the PT LT / | LL k= ° 
and braced himself for solid enjoyment. girl, cheerfully. “You don’t Akin / [EE 
“Pleasant day,” said the girl, coming for him before he could look so. Let me put my 
get his tongue unkinked. “ Most bewildering day, is n’t it?” shawl under your head, won't Miss GIRAFFE.—In this neck of the 
you? Hadn't woods one has to resort to all sorts of ex- 


you better sit pedients. 
next to the win- 
dow and let me describe the landscape to you ?” 
“No, please,” he murmured; “I am doing 
well enough.” 
“May I buy you some peanuts, or a book? 
Let me do something to make the trip happy. 
Suppose I slip an arm around your waist. Just 
lean forward a trifle, please, so that I can.” 
“You’ll—you’ll have to excuse me,” gasped 





t the wretched drummer; “I don’t think you really 

4H mean it.” 

| “You look so tired,” she pleaded, “would n't ti 
= > 


you like to rest your head on my shoulder? No 
one will notice. Just lay your head right down 
and I'll tell you stories.” 

“No, thanks. I won’t to-day. I am very 
comfortable,” and the poor drummer looked 
around, helplessly. 

“Your scarf-pin is coming out. Let me fix 
it! There,” and she arranged it deftly. “At the 
next station I’ll get you a cup of tea, and when 
we arrive at our destination you'll let me call on 
you?” And she smiled beseechingly right into 
his pallid countenance. 

“T think I'll go and smoke,” said the drum- 
mer, as he hauled down his gripsack and made a 


bolt for the door. 
A COLON?tAL CRANK. 


GooDMAN GUZZLER. — What ails yon scurvy loon? Why disturbeth he CLOSE. < : 
ye peace ? aya When thev came back from their wedding 


THE LANDLORD.—Oh, he hath some fool notion which he calleth Simplified trip he had just $2.98 in his pocket. 
Spelling. What think ve of a man who would have us spell dogge d-o-g! Po_t_y.—The stingy thing! 
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Ww: produce only about one genius in a century, but a great and increasing 
number of those who can make a noise like a genius. 

































‘Tance Mam Rao US Par Ove 


Chiclels 











YOUR DRUGGIST 
KNOWS that the 
strongest and best pep- 
permint in the world is 
contained in Chiclets. 


oe 
Pears 


Pears’ Soap is made in a 
clean, sun-flooded factory; 
then stored a full year ina 
dry, airy place, before com- 
ing to you. 

Is it such a wonder it 


lasts so long? 
Established in 178 
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“NESTOR” “IMPORTED” “ROYAL NESTOR” 
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"MADE AT KEY WEST 








AFTER SHAVING 


EXTRACT 


Relieves Irritation 
Prevents Inflammation 
Assures Comfort 
Used by Mea of Discrimination Everywhere 


Write for interesting book, Shaving Essen- 
tials—mailed free on request. 


LAMONT, CORLISS & CO., Sole Agents, New York 














HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


3%, 34 oe 36 ow pel gard 


Branon W Street. } New Yor. 


All kinds e +o made to order 
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Bar Keepers Friend 


lasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerais 
while them. . Sid sd cog 8 
Hoffman, 295 E. Washington 56. 











While Rock 


“‘The World’s Best Table Water’’ 


Now ready, 1909 edition of the famous ‘Richard's Poor Almanack,” the hit of. wo Beautifully bound 
and illustrated humorous book. Sent for roc. Address White Rock, Flatiron Bldg., New York City. 





Wuat HE CALLED To Say. 
“ Mr. President,” said the caller at the White House, “I do not wish to 
boast, but I thought you would like to know that I was the original——” 
“Really, you must excuse me, my dear sir. I have a pressing engage- 
ment.” 
“T am very sorry. 


I merely called to say that I was the first man that 
ever 





“T am sorry, sir; but I really must beg that you will excuse me.” 

“Certainly, Mr. President, certainly. I merely wished to say that I am 
the first golfer that ever made a 275-yard drive with a niblick.” 

“Oh! I thought you were going to say that you were the first man that 
ever supported me for the presidency. Sit down—sit down! By the way, 
can’t you have lunch here and go out and have a game with me this after- 
noon ?”—Chicago Record- Herald. 




















FASHION HINT FROM THE PARIS ZOO. 





Grape fruit is made still more appetizing by a few 
dashes of Abbott's Bitters. Try it at to-morrow’s 
breakfast. 





‘Took His ADVICE. 


The New York dry-goods firm of Blumstein & Rosenberg had a traveling 
salesman named Richards. Richards was a good salesman, and, when sober, 
a genial fellow. Once, however, after an unusually successful trip, he indulged 


| in an unusually successful celebration, and ended by going to sleep in the pub- 


lic office of the company. 

“Get up!” said Mr, Rosenberg, shaking him violently. 

“ Rosey, go-jump on yourself!” said his sleepy employee. 

The senior partner tried it next, and was rewarded with the words: 

“ Blumstein, you go to thunder!” 

The firm held an indignation meeting, decided to dispense with Richards’s 
services, and asked the bookkeeper what they owed this erring salesman. 

‘“‘Fifteen hundred dollars,” he reported. “Richards has sold $60,000 
worth of goods in the past three months.” 

The partners looked at each other in silence. 

“Rosey,” said the senior partner, “ you go chump on yourself. 
ing to thunder.” — Success Magazine. 


I'm go- 


Osvious REAsONS. 
BLopgs—I never knew such a blasé fellow as Biones. He says life is n’t 
worth living. 
Stopps—Yes; he uses a chafing-dish and has taken to cigarettes.— Phila- 
delphia Record. 

















PURITY 
AND MATURITY 
HELP GIVE TO 


UNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


ITS FINE FLAVOR 

MELLOW RICHNESS 

AND SUPERIOR 
QUALITY 





THE 
AMERICAN GENTLEMAN'S 
WHISKEY 


ea atall EY cafes and by jobbers. 
M. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 



































“‘ Now, suppose a man loves a cer- 
tain woman x 

“There ain’t no sech a _ thing. 
They ’re the most uncertainest critters 
there is.”— Cleveland Leader. 











CHEER UPI!! 




















Photo Gelatine Print, 9 x 12 in. 
PRICE 25 CENTS 


CHEER UP!! 
By Leighton Budd. 


Get a copy of this popular print 
and MAKE HOME HAPPY. 


This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for new Catalogue with over 
Seventy Miniature Reproductions. 
Address PUCK, New York. 
295— 309 Lafayette Street 
Trade Pog lied by GUBELMAN COMPANY ‘ 


ird avenue, New York., 
Recor 
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Fine meal time 







Blatz 





Bottle a 





block 





away! 

















OR EES 


Th e 


achievement in brewing. 


notable 








The veritable fultillment of 








beer character, quality and 







Always the same 
Good Old Blatz 


healthtulness. 





at the Club, Cafe or 
Insist on “‘Blatz.”” 


Correspondence invited direct 











Write the VaL. BLATZ BREWING Co., mentioning this paper, for their 
interested booklet eutitled: ‘‘A Genial Philosopher.” 
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IT MAKES A DIFFERENCE, 


Mr. IVANOVITCH (¢o applicant for stenographer’s position).— 
How many words can you write a minute? 
THE APPLICANT.—English or Russian? 





There is no more popuiar and healthful breakfast 
diet than grape fruit after a dash of Abbott's Bitters 
has been added. 





Nor Norticep. 


NELL.— That’s a beautiful fan Miss Giddigirl has. 
BELLE.—Yes; she says she bought it to match her complexion. 
Nett.—Oh, I hadn’t noticed that it was hand-painted.— Philadelphia 


Record. 











VOICES IN THE DARK. 


FEMININE VOICE (in the darkness). — 
Are you awake? 

MASCULINE VOICcE.— Yes. 

SHE.— Did you hear a noise? 

He.—I thought I did. 

SHE.— What did it sound like? 

He. — It sounded like the back-door bell. 

SuHE.— That ’s what I thought. 

He.—I dreamed that I heard it and was 
going to answer it, and then I woke up. 

SHE.— What do you suppose it was ? 

HrE.—I don’t know. We don’t have to 
bother about that. The dining-room door 
is locked and they couldn’t get in here. 
(Silence. ) 

RADIATOR.— Zing! 

SHE.— Oh! 

HeE.— That was only the radiator. 

SHE.—I know it. 

HE.— Then what made you jump ? 

SHE.— Well, I|—I didn’t know it was go- 
ing to be the radiator. (Silence. ) 


WINDOW SHADE. — S-c-r-a-a-w scutter ! 

HeE.— That was the window shade. 

SHE.—I know—but I wasn’t expecting 
it. (Silence.) 

VENEER ON THE DRESSER.—Snickk! 

SHE.— Oh! 

He.— That was nothing but that eternal 
veneering. 

SHE.—I know. But it was none of those 
things that woke us up. 

He.—Well, what do you think it was? 

SHE.— It sounded like the door bell. 

He.— Burglars are n’t going around ring- 
ing door bells at four o’clock in the morn- 
ing. 

Sus,—It might not have been the door 
bell. 

HE.—What then? 

SHE.—It sounded sort of metallic. It 
might have been a jimmy, or something. 
(Silence. ) 

SHE.— There’s a creaky board in the hall, 
and we’ll hear it if any one steps on that. 
That’s what I thought it was going to be 
when the radiator snapped. 

He.—Nonsense! (Si/ence.) 

SHE.— Ill bet you ’re afraid to get up and 
investigate. 

He.—What’s the use? (Silence.) 

SHE.—I know I’m afraid to get up and 
investigate. (Silence.) 

WINDOW SHADE.— Scutter-utter-utter ! 

SHE.—Oh! 

HE.—Why don’t you go to sleep? 

SHE.—I simply can’t. I’m waiting for 
that miserable board to creak. 

He.—Oh, well, I’ll get up and look 
around if you say so. 

SHE.— Maybe I could go to sleep if I 
knew the dining-room door was still locked, 
and the front door. 

He.—All right, all right! 
matches ? 

SHE.—In the studio. 

Iiz.— None in here? 

SHE.— No; I noticed that the box was 
empty to-day. 

HeE.—Humph! (Silence. ) 


Where are the 





Lock Clecelyy 
at the’ Akubtel 


Insist upon having 
the genuine 














MATCH.— S-c-r-a-a-tch ! 

SHE.— Oh! 

Hr.—What ’s the matter? 

SHE.— Nothing. That was such a loud 
match. 

Din1nG-Room Door HANDLE. — Rat-t- 
tle! 

FrONT-Door CHain.—Clankety-clank ! 






















See what happens 





twwhen you boil 





an _ ordinary 
Shaving Brush 





This is a photo- 
graph of an ordin- 
ary shaving brush 
after being boiled 
about a minute, 

The salesman rep- 
resented it to be a 
“very good brush”’; 
and, as ordinary 
brushes go, it was. 

But who wants to 
use cold water for shaving? Hot 
water — one of the essentials to a com- 
fortable shave, softens all settings of 
glue, rosin, or cement and in time 
ruins the brush. 

Hot water — bottling water, willnever 
harm a 


RUBBERSET 


TRADE MARK 


Shaving Brush 
x Nothing happens 
twhen you boil a 
Rubberset Shaving 











Brush 


The bristles are set in a 
solid bed of hard vulcan- 
ized rubber which is abso- 
lutely impervious to water, 
hot or cold. Never crum- 
bles or swells— in fact, the 
setting is there to last a 
lifetime. 

And yet this almost indestructible 
brush costs no more than the ordinary 
bristle-shedding kinds. 

Guaranteed never to lose a bristle from its 
setting. Look for the name on each brush. 


At all dealers’ and barbers’, all styles and sizes, 
25, 50, 75 cents to $6.00. Do not accept 
any claimed to be as good. 
To the average man we commend the $1 brush. 
THE RUBBERSET COMPANY 

Sales Dept. No. 10, Matn Office, Factory and Laboratory: 
5264 Metropolitan Tower, N.Y.City. 83 Ferry St., Newark, N. J. 

Branch Offices : Boston, Chieago, San Franeiseo, Montreal, 





' delightfully -airy walk. 








He.—Avre you satisfied ? 

SHE.— Are both doors locked ? 

He.— Yes. 

SHE.—Thank you so much. ; 

He.—Can I turn ont the gas now : 

SHE.—Yes; I sha’n’t worry any more. 

He.—I don’t see the use of making such 
a fuss over nothing. 

SHEe.—Were n’t you frightened ? 

He.— Of course I wasn’t. 

SHE.— Not a bit? 

He.— Certainly not. 
be afraid of? 

SHE.— H’m! 

He.— What? 

SuE.—Oh, nothing. I was just wondering 
why your arm was all covered with gocse- 
flesh before you got up. (Sé/ence.) 

— Chicago Daily News. 


What was there to 


CONTRASTED. 
“Old Goidboy’s young wife has a 
Her knees are 
full of spring.” 
“And his are sprung.”— Cleveland 
Plain Dealer. 


Just SHOPPING. 


“Here’s one proposition that holds 
good, anyhow.” 

“What's that?” 

“Two can shop as cheaply as one.” 
— Washington Herald. 








































Established 1810. 


OLD 
OVERHOLT 
RYE 


A mellow, mature whis- 
key, scientifically distill- 
ed. carefully aged in 
charred oak barrels, and 
bottled in bond under 
Government supervi- 
sion. The Government 
green stamp over the 
cork of each bottle is a 
guarantee of age, proof 
and quantity. 


A.OVERHOLT & Co. 
PITTSBURG, PA. 


SUPERSENSITIVE. 







































6 6 On the picturesque banks 
of the Hudson, nestling 


among the hills, is the home 
of EVANS’ ALE. 
There the fields seem 
greener, the air more in- 
vigorating, the sunshine 
raga reg pe. 

e people happier "99 


any place else. 


Is it any wonder that such natural advan- 
tages should manifest themselves in the Evans’ 
product? 





A DousB.e BILL. 
Last evening at the play 
I saw a double bill. 
It was n’t operay, 
Nor was it vaudeville. 


A dame before me sat— 
"T was thus the thing occurred— 








PHILIP MORRIS 


ORIGINAL LONDON 


CIGARETTES 


Anywhere and 
everywhere, 
they’re always 
the proper thing 
to smoke. 


AMBASSADOR 


after-dinnér size 


CAMBRIDGE 


the regular size 


In Little Brown Boxes 










































































Who had upon her hat 
Spit-ball sounds coarse to me. A queer two-headed bird. 
I’d rather hear —Kansas City Journal. 
Pitchers allude to the Cen ee ete 
4 Saliva sphere. — 
— Washington Herald. 
Ps — Sins 
j FERDINAND WESTHFIMER & SONS 
NCINNAT LOUISVILLE.KY ST. JOSEPH.M F 
uc roors| | - 
Whuy HE WANTED TO SERVE. Sing 
There was great difficulty in getting 
a jury. Nearly all the talesmen had Pr otogr avures fr om P UCK. 
excuses, And 
THE LATE MR. MONTCLAIR. ; Finally one man was called. 66 What COPYRIGHT, 1907, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZNARW Copyright, 1908, by Keppler & Schwarzmann Sing 
is your excuse?” asked the judge. = yee: 1 
| —_———_ “ Hain’t got none.” | | 
GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. “What?” asked the judge, much | Spri 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” | astonished. ‘You nave no excuse ? 
50c, per case of 6 giass stoppered bottles. | Are you sure your father isn’t sick?” | 
‘“‘ Bin dead twenty years.” | | 
“ Doesn’t your cotton need tend- | T 
See THE OTHER FELLow! ing?” 
’ 1 ’ | me ;§ 
Patrick had arrived at home much “ Don’t raise none.’ : T 
the worse for wear. One eye was “Isn't the barn in need of repairs?” Ges 
closed, his nose was broken, and his “Ain't got no barn.” ; ; — 
face looked as though it had been “And you can spare the time to sit _V) 
stung by bees, on this jury for a month or so?” | | 
«Glory be!” exclaimed his wife. “You bet! Glad of the chance.” | 
“Thot Dutchman Schwartzheimer “Well, well!” exclaimed the judge ; | 
—'twas him!” explained Pat. “you are the only man on the panel as 
“Shame on ye!” exploded his wife, | Who has time-to serve the State. How | . blizz 
without sympathy. ‘A big shpal- esis a ; ‘, THE ETERNAL QUESTION— | pee 
peen the loikes of you to get bate up by al,” said the juryman, “I heern “Which Gown Shall I Wear?” a 
a litt!y Omadhaun of a Dootchman the | tell you ‘was goin’ to try that ornery Dy. Leta tne invert 
size of him! Why ” Ham Mitchell this yere term. He ” oielet me “4 ‘ —P, 
“Whist, Nora,” said Pat, “don’t poisoned a cow: of mine oncet.”—Sat- ee > aia cmt 
spake disrespectful of the dead!” — urday Evening Post. These are but two examples of | 
Everybody's Magazine. PUCK PROOFS. Send Ten A 
Just So. Cents for Catalogue with over job ; 
He.—Why doesn’t Binks get his “I’m going to write a story about a Seventy Miniature Reproductions. cauth 
hair cut? : tallow candle.” | told | 
Sue.—Shear fright, I guess.— Yale “Going to take a dip into literature, Address PUCK, 8 . woul 
Record. so to speak.”— Washington Herald. 295-309 Lafayette St, seagate spelt ates green 
By Carl Hassmann, ordi 
New York Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8 x 21 in. As 
Trade supplied by ne nr 
e The Gubelman Company, 801 Third Ave., New York. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. «| 
for LLiquor and sid 
Th 
e 
Drug Usi ng Sane Locanere. scan 
Aboard the stage-coach in the Virginia mountains an old man and an “N 
A i, eae bint old woman were fellow passengers. The old woman kept staring at him as if me. J 
kilfully and fully cllestabitered by trying to remember. At last she said: —Ch 
‘ineil ‘alist anne ast 29 “Stranger, pears to me I seen you somewhar.” 
P , The old man eyed her reflectively, and scratched his head. Avy 
At the following Keeley Institutes: “ Spec’ you have,” said he. ‘Ah been thar.”—FPittsburg Dispatch. duras. 
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Rost Boren, Cone, Des Metnrs ie maee 8, College Ave. Portland. Oregen. Froritenen BeBe “FATHER,” inquired the lad, sharply, “what is pin money ?” all al 
Sat ecapttch St. | Neckgeens mae? =e tut Me ult E Bread 8. Winnipeg, “My boy,” answered the parent, pointedly, slipping his hand into his  dlic 
pocket, “pin money is what you stick people for.”— Zhe Purple Cow. 59 
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A Club Cocktail 


is the cocktail of the connois- 


seur because it Is measure- 


mixed to exact proportion. 


CLUB COCKTAILS never vary. 


They're alway 
right 


uniform 


alway 


Vartini (cin 
Vanhattan 
are the most | 


a bottle from your dealer. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO 


HARTFORD 
New York London 








SURE SIGN. 
Sing ho, the gay suburbanite; he lugs a reel 
of hose, 
A rake and spade 
A mower blade, 
As to his home he goes, 


Sing ho, the gay suburbanite; he bears a peck 
of seeds, 
Some peas and beans, 
A dozen screens, 
And other things he needs. 


Sing ho, the gay suburbanite, with packages 
galore, 
Doth homeward go. 
And now we know 
Spring has arrived once more. 
—Kansas City Journal. 


To Be Sent. 
Tue Bripe.—I want you to send 
me some coffee, please. 
THE GROCER. — Yes, 
Ground ? 
‘THE Bripe.—No, third-floor front. 
— Woman's Home Companion. 


ma’am. 


Nor His Fautr. 


“So your airship was wrecked in the 
blizzard. I thought you considered it 
perfect.” 

“The ship was perfect,” replied the 
inventor stiffly. The air was at fault.” 
—Philadclphia Public Ledger. 


Coutp n’t Catcu Him. 


A young country chap once got a 
job in a city grocery. He was very 
cautious in his new berth—they had 
told him at home that the city people 
would try to josh him because he was 
green. He kept a sharp lookout ac- 
ordingly for joshers. 

A sober old maid entered the grocery 
ne morning. 

“T want some bird seed, please,” she 
said. 

The new clerk sneered and answered 
scornfully : 

“No, ye don’t, lady. Ye can’t josh 
me. Birds grows from eggs, not seeds.” 


—Chicago Journal. ‘ 


A WAR CLoup is hovering over Hon- 
duras. If the war cloud did not do 
this occasionally people would forget 
all about Honduras. — Philadelphia 
Public Ledger. 











SS MR.” 


VARCADIAK 


MI xT U RE wee 
" ¥- De ae 





SURBRUG’S 


ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


In each pound there are three to four 
hundred pipefuls—it costs $2.00 per pound 
— three-quarters of a cent a pipe. 

If you smoke five pipes a day it’s less 
than four cents—five hours of pleasure for 
four cents—certainly ARCADIA is cheap 
enough for you to smoke. 


SEND 10 CENTS frp.e Te ie 
THE SURBRUG CO., 132 Reade St., New York 

















better than 


the Champagne 
you have always 
thought was best. 


FOR 
SO YEARS 
Sa: Ss : - 
Critical Tastes 
1859 1909 


THE RETORT RURAL. 


H1RAM CLOVERMEAD.— These see-gars of yourn, John, don’t 


draw no better’n my kitchen chimbley. 


THE STOREKEEPER.— Maybe your flue’s too big, Hiram, 
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Liqueur 


Peres Chartreux 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


Divine Nectareous Juice 
Most Fitting Finale to the Festive Feast 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, _ 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y., Sole Agents for United States. 
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BERNHE!M DISTILLING CO. 
LOVISVILLE 





BUNNER'S 


SHORT 
STORIES 


H. C. BUNNER. 
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SHORT SIXES. 
Stories to be Read while the Candle 
Burns. Illustrated. 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS. 


A Story. of Small Stories. Tilus- 


trated. 


MADE IN FRANCE. 


French Taies Retold with a United 
States Twist. Illustrated. 


MORE SHORT SIXES. 


Illustrated. 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE. 


Stray Notes and Comments on His 
Simple Life. I!lustrated. 





Five Volumes, in Cloth, $5.00 
Per Volume, = 1.00 
For sale by all Booksellers, or from the 
Publishers on receipt of price 


Address PUCK, New York. 
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His Epucation. 

“ Has the son you sent away to col- 
lege got his degree yet ?” 

“TI should say so. Why, he wrote 
last week that the faculty had called 
him in and given him the third degree. 
‘That boy ’s ambitious.”— Philadelphia 
Public Ledger. 


WHEN a Scotsman answers a ques- 
tion he settles the matter. in dispute 
once forall. On a certain occasion 
the question was asked: 

“Why was Mary Queen of Scots 
born at Linlithgow?” 

Sandy Kerr promptly answered: 
“Because her mither was staying 
there;” and there actually seemed to 
be nothing more to be said on the sub- 
ject.— Zit-Bits. 
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AFTER MARRIAGE. 


M : 
BEFORE ARRIAGE re THERE'S THE BELL ! SOMEONE 1s COMING ! o” 





